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pretence of shooting pigeons. Besides my gun I had taken a pair of
handcuffs in my game bag. A well-trodden path between solid walls
of foliage brought us to the village. It seemed very quiet. At that
moment we saw a pigeon at the top of a high tree, and Baden-Powell
brought it down. As we afterwards knew, that shot saved our lives,
for an ambush had been laid for us: the deadly effect of a shotgun
that could slay at such a distance threw the ambush into confusion.
Seeing no one, we were returning towards the boat when we saw
four natives in die path. Our native guide touched my arm and told
me that the last of the four was Guarigoahi himself, a red-skinned,
mop-headed warrior with long feathers stuck in his hair. I whispered
to Baden-Powell to hang back a little with his gun ready while I
passed them. They made way for me, and as they resumed their walk
I seized the murderer by his arms and slipped the handcuffs on his
wrists. He struggled and yelled vociferously, but I got him between
me and the boat and urged him forward none too gently.
It is difficult to give a coherent account of what happened next.
I remembered the swish of spears hurled at us from the bush and
missing us; I remember Baden-Powell coolly firing right and left into
the impenetrable with No. 5 shot. I remember running my prisoner
down to the boat and Christiansen, a huge Viking of a sailor, lifting
him like a sack and dumping him into the bows; I remember also
seeing rifles levelled and a good deal of firing over my head. It was
at that moment that my prisoner escaped. I remember seeing him
stick a pair of very long, thin legs over the gunwale, and I shouted
to his two Norwegian gaolers who were firing, but my voice was
drowned by the din, and next moment he was running swiftly along
the beach, with his manacled hands stretched out before him, and I
was giving chase. But I had not covered three yards before the man
dropped. I saw the blood welling from his back in the sunlight: a
native ran down from the bush to succour him, not understanding
what had befallen; the firing ceased. But for those two figures and
one other lying just behind me, the beach was empty.
" You've got to thank the Governor that you're alive, old man,"
said Baden-Powell, and then he told me what had happened. As I
was bringing down my prisoner an old man, afterwards identified as
the Chief, had run down to within a yard of me, brandishing a lance
with a double line of tooth-shaped barbs an inch long. At the very